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Joe Bob Briggs, Prop. $3 


I Love That Damn Baby 


ow can there 

be this many 
people giving their 
babies away, taking 
their babies back, 
deciding they want 
some “loving family” 
to take over their 
baby, then jerking 
that little rascal out 
of his “loving fam- 
ily” when they de- 
cide they need a rug- 
rat after all? In other 
words, why can’t 
these people just . 


make up_ their 
minds? 
What’s going on 


here? How can this 
happen thirty-seven 
times a week? You 
either wanna give 
the baby away, or 
keep the goldang 
thing, right? 

They interview these gals on TV, and they say, 
“Well, [thought it was the best thing to give the baby 
up for adoption, but then, after I thought about it...” 

After you thought about it? 

Honey, you had nine months to think about it! 
How long does it take to get a thought started 
through your head so that it comes out the other end? 

The really weird ones are the people who give the 
baby up, and then decide to take it back because they 
don’t like the adopting family! We’ve even got south- 
ern couples who don’t approve of the adopters just 
because they’re Yankees! 

Then, on the other side, we’ve got adopting 
couples who decide not to take the baby because they 
don’t like the original parents, or they want a baby 
that’s the right hair color, or complexion. 

Then they’ve got all these Korean babies that 





Jerry Trimble suddasie coating that his i inseam is six caches too short to do 
this, in Live By the Fist. 


need to be adopted, but the Korean government 
won't let em out of the country—because it’s embar- 
rassing to Korea to have so many unwanted babies. 

Please. People. Listen to me. The baby doesn’t 
care who his parents are. He really doesn’t. He wants 
milk. He wants food. He wants to spit in your face. 


_And he does not want to be dropped on the floor. 


Beyond that, you can be any color, size, shape, or 
political affiliation, and it makes no difference to the 
baby. 

So stop jerking these babies around. If you give 
the baby away, leave the baby where he is. If you keep 
the baby, then feed the baby. But make up your mind. 

If you give the baby away, but the baby is happy 
for the rest of his life, then what difference does it 
make? You don’t own the goldarn thing. Just wait 
thirty years, and you'll be an episode of Unsolved 
Mysteries, and yall can spend a weekend together 


eating fried chicken and playing volleyball. But, in 
the meantime, remember this one simple rule: 

We don’t own human flesh in this country. It’s 
not American. 

I’m surprised I have to explain this. 


LE LS LD LD LD SD ID ID LD ID ID PD PD ID PD PD ID ED PD ED PD ID LD PD ID PD PD PP PD ID ID PD PD SD PD ID LD PD AD PP ID LD PP PD ID FP PD SP 
LE LE LE LE LE LE LE LE LE LP FE LE LE LE LE LE LE LAE LE ID LP LE LD LD LE FE LE LE ID LD LP LD IP EE LE LE LE LE FELD LE LE EP FE FE LP LE a 
F 1 W A th W j d 


“The Newsletter That’s Like a Drug: 
The First One’s Always Free” 


Vol. 9, No. 21: October 18, 1993 


Publisher: Joe Bob Briggs 

Editor: Tanja Lindstrom 
Advertising/Marketing Director: Mary Koon 
Money Person: Marlinda Lovett 


> 





of 
3 
B 
7 
? 
fA 
tf 
4 
ta 
bf 
3 
Fa 


KS 


Artist: Joe Rocco 
Contributing Artists: Ace Backwards, Guy 
Staats, Henry Roll, Stephanie Piro 


The Joe Bob Report, formerly We Are the Weird, (ISSN 
1056-2427) is published bi-weekly for $65 per year by the Joe 
Bob Briggs Museum of American Culture, a non-profit organi- 
zation, 6211 W. Northwest Hwy. Suite C-123, Dallas, TX 
75225. Second class postage paid at Dallas, Texas. 

Rates for the rest of the world are $100 a year. 

POSTMASTER: Send address changes to The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 

All contents © 1993 by Joe Bob Briggs. We accept 
unsolicited stuff in the mail, and we pay $25 for it if we use it. 
We're especially interested in short satire and innovative 
cartoonists. 

We will send one free sample copy to anyone in the world. 
Just send us the name and address. 

Our Fax number is 214-368-2310. 








That'll teach you to stare at my shorts. 
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Speaking of things that defy rational explana- 
tion, Live By the Fist is the latest kickboxing movie 
to come out of the Philippines, and while I was 
watching it I was thinking, “Wait a minute, have I 
seen this one already? That seemed familiar. Wait a 
minute, yeah!” It’s a remake of Forced To Fight, 
which came out less than two years ago, only instead 
of Richard Roundtree as the wise old black prison 
inmate who preaches non-violence to the gangs, they 
hired George Takei (“Sulu” on Star Trek) as the wise 
old Asian inmate who preaches non-violence to the 
gangs. And instead of Don “The Dragon” Wilson as 
the hothead who’s wrongly imprisoned and hated by 
both prison gangs, they hired Jerry Trimble—a 
kickboxing champeen with an even weaker voice 
than Don’s—as the wrongly imprisoned, hated by 
both, blah blah blah. 

You know what I’m talking about by now. I’m 
talking Cirio H. Santiago, the scourge of the Philip- 
pines, director of more than forty films, none of them 
with a plot. They turned Cirio loose again, and he’s 
blowing up stuff left and right, telling all his Filipino 
extras to shake their bodies like catatonic jellyfish 
right before they die. Fortunately, I know the plot of 
Forced to Fight. Otherwise I never would have been 
able to figure this one out, because none of the actors 
can speak understandable English, even the ones 
born in America. 

Twelve dead bodies. Two breasts. Throat-slash- 
ing. Guy eaten by sharks. Death by dumptruck. One 
riot. Exploding copter. Eleven kung-fu scenes. Trun- 
cheon Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nominations for 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the 
first person who asks for it. He gives it to the first 
person he notices who asks for it. This means whatever 
letter happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we 
open the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act 
like a jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk 
for the rest of your life. 

T-Shirts 

Survivor—Third Annual World Drive-In Movie Festival 
(with “Property of Joe Bob Briggs” on the sleeve—10-S, 19-M), 
Christmas At The Drive-In (2-S), Dice Rules (15-L). 

Photos 

The Public Eye photo collection; 1991 Dallas Maverick 
team photo, Shining Through photo collection, Big Bad Mama 
II (15), Hunter’s Blood (39), Weekend at Bernie’s (50), A 
Nightmare on Elm Street II (50), Blood Salvage postcards 
(Evander Holyfield on the back) (75), For The Boys photo 
collection (2), Grand Canyon photo collection, California 

: , Hardbodies Female Oil Wrestling group or individual photos 
George Takei journeys where no real actor has (Brittany, Ashley, Tammie, Ronnie, Neriah, Melody, Lacey). 


gone before—the low-budget Phillipines. Videos 


: Distinguished Gentleman; Dixie Carter’s Unworkout; 
Laura Albert, as a stiff-necked Amnesty Interna- Dr. Giggles; Doctor Mordrid: Master of the Unknown starring 


tional bimbo, for saying “I'll be back with my people Jeffrey Combs; Doctor Who: The Tom Baker Years; Andy 
in one week!”; George Takei, for stopping a fight in Warhol presents Dracula; Dracula Rising; Henry Jaglom’s 
a cornfield by scre aming “Stop b eing led by your Double Crossed; Eating; Ed Sullivan trailer; Edge of Honor; 


: Empire State; Ernest Scared Stupid; Escape From Survival 
, 
hate!”; Ted Markland, as the sleazeball white gang Zone; Eve of Destruction starring Gregory Hines; Evil Clutch; 


leader, who dumps thousand-pound cardboard boul- Eye Witness To Murder starring Andrew Stevens; Faith; The 
ders on a “gook” and then says to Trimble, “Sorry Faking of the President; Fast Getaway; Fatal Charm; The 

. . 1. . Favor, The Watch and the Very Big Fish; The Fiend; Final 
about your girlfriend!”; and Jerry Trimble, the Ken- 


: : = Analysis with Kim Basinger and Richard Gere; Final Ap- 
tucky kickboxing champeen, for whining a lot and proach; Final Impact with Lorenzo Lamas; Fist of Honor; 





saying “Look at Alvarez! The big man!” Flesh Gordon 2, For Better and for Worse; For Richer, For 
One and a half stars. Poorer with Jack Lemmon and Jonathan Silverman; Forced 
Joe Bob says check it out Entry featuring Shock-a-rama; Fortune and Men’s Eyes. 











Laura Albert, Jerry Trimble and George Takei defend an innocent cornfield against evil 
Filipino prison guards. 
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You think Miami drug dealers are vicious? Check out New York City’s... 


Night of the Living Lawyer 


ast week there were 67,000 lawyers in New York 

City, where they belong. 

Unfortunately, there were another 723,000 law- 
yers still infesting the rest of the country. 





Richard Bens. a ‘French- J enidh natn aod 1 ChAaiaebiex Walkeu, 
a Chilean-German mobster with ties to Colombia, meet in Miami 
in the multi-generational, multi-ethnic, multi-confusing crimefest, 


Day of Atonement. 


All these professional liars...er... lawyers were 
having their big annual hoedown at the New York 
Hilton, which hasn’t been full of that much hokum 
since the last time Peggy Lee interpreted her life in 
song at the penthouse supper club. 

By coincidence, on the same day the lawyers 
were holding seminars on such topics as “How To Bill 
Clients For Twenty-EKight Hours Per Day,” I hap- 
pened to be one state over, in a little town called 
Litchfield, Connecticut, where I happened to drive 
by this sign that said “First Law School in America.” 
And so I turned back to see what it was, because [’ll 
basically turn back to see what anything is. I once 
drove seventy miles out of my way to see a dancing 
chicken in Hot Springs, Arkansas. 

But anyhow, I found this place, and it’s called the 
Litchfield Law School, and it’s an old clapboard 
house from the 18th century and a little school 
building next door, and it has historic plaques on it 
explaining how it became the first law school during 
the revolutionary war, because students couldn't go 
over to England and learn law anymore (duh) and so 


a legal scholar named Tapping Reeve started teach- 
ing courses, and for the next thirty, forty years it was 
pretty much the primo supremo place in America to 
study nue Aaron Burr went there. John Calhoun. 

A , They graduated six cabinet 
members, twenty-six Senators, 
more than a hundred Con- 
gressmen, sixteen governors, 
and three Supreme Court Jus- 
tices. Horace Mann was a 
graduate. The painter George 
Catlin. You get the idea. And 
all it is is this drafty little 
wooden room with a few desks 
in it. 

But here’s the amazing 
thing about this place. I took 
the tour. I was the only guy 
there. I read every scrap of 
paper in the whole building. 
And here’s the fact I emerged 
with. 

You know how many stu- 
dents attended this law school 
every year? 

The most students they 
ever had was fifty-five. 

Fifty-five lawyers a year. 
That’s how many the country 
needed. 

Okay okay, there were a 
couple other law schools, but still, no more than 200 
lawyers a year for the whole country. 

So let’s see. In 1800 we needed 200 lawyers. In 
1993 we need 800,000. Now I realize that the popu- 
lation has increased since then. I realize we can’t 
have some guy sitting in his house in Litchfield, 
Connecticut, sending all the Supreme Court justices 
to Washington anymore. But that’s an increase of 
four thousand per cent! 

Does anybody else think something is wrong 
here? 

There was one more big difference between then 
and now. They used to tell all the Litchfield students 
that it was their job to uphold the “majesty” of the 
law, and that they had a sacred calling to be the 
guardians of justice. 

Isn’t that cute? I wonder if modern lawyers ever 
use words like “majesty,” “sacred” or “justice.” 

Oh, right, I forgot. The sacred right of Donald 
Trump to own his majestic yacht in Key Biscayne 
even if the stockholders are claiming that his idea of 
justice doesn’t include them. 


Come to think of it, now I know why nobody ever 
listens to me. I have got to get a better lawyer. 

Speaking of sleazeballs on parade, Day of Atone- 
ment just came out, and it’s one of the finest movies 
about French-speaking Jewish gangsters living in 
Miami ever made. In fact, it’s probably the best study 
ever done of the true inner workings of the French- 
speaking Jewish Miami Mafia, and the reasons they 
hate the Spanish-speaking Chilean-born German 
gangsters who don’t respect their heritage. 

Christopher Walken is a typical arrogant Chil- 
ean-German drug trafficker with vicious attack dogs 
who agrees to accept a ton of cocaine that’s coming in 
on a mattress barge located on an offshore island 
owned by “The Indian,” who is actually the black- 
sheep brother of Roger Hanin, a famous Paris gang- 
ster who has just finished a ten-year prison term and 
is coming to Miami for his grandson’s bar mitzvah. 
Little does he know that his son, Richard Berry, is 
dressing up like Al Pacino and laundering money for 
the Colombians. So while Richard is setting up the 
one-ton coke deal that he needs in order to buy the 
island of Zaruba and build a gambling casino there, 
Roger is sitting at the bar, telling stories about the 
old days when gangsters were gentlemen, and fall- 
ing in love with gratuituous motel owner Jill 
Clayburgh. What he doesn’t know is that his son’s 
new girlfriend, airline stewardess Jennifer Beals, is 
actually an informant for the DEA, but she’s falling 
in love and can’t stand the deception and... 

Actually, I forgot what happens in this movie. 
It’s sort of The Godfather in Miami Beach. First an 
American, Francis Coppola, made the ultimate about 
the Italian Mafia. Then an Italian, Sergio Leone, 
made the ultimate movie about the Jewish Mafia— 
Once Upon a Time in America. And now a French- 
man, Alexandre Arcady, has made the ultimate 
French-Jewish-German-Colombian drug Mafia flick. 

I’m sorry, I’m doing the best I can. Way too much 
plot getting in the way of the story, so let’s cut to the 
chase: 

Nineteen dead bodies. Three dead dogs. Ninety- 
four thousand rounds of automatic weapons fire. 
Bullet in head. Garroting. Guy pushed out of a 
helicopter. Girlfriend abuse, with broken crockery. 
Exploding cocaine, with fireball. One motor vehicle 
chase. Gratuitous bloody rooster head. Gratuitous 
Jennifer Beals. Bar Mitzvah Fu. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Raul Davila, as theel stupido 
Cuban mobster who interrupts a bar mitzvah by 
taking the microphone and saying “You and your 
guests stink!”; Gerard Darmon, the evil brother who 
trafficks in drugs and says “I want to destroy him in 
his father’s eyes!”; Roger Hanin, as the lovable old 
retired fatherly gangster from France, who says “It’s 
your hatred that has caused this death”; Richard 
Berry, the banker who explains his business by 
saying “There isn’t a twenty-dollar bill in Miami that 
doesn’t have a little coke on it”; Christopher Walken, 





in another great psycho role, as the demonic Ger- 
man-Chilean drug trafficker who says “I should 
have known—never work with Jews” and “I’m gonna 
give you three days, but if you don’t bring me the 
coke, I'll hand you your son’s head in a plastic 
garbage bag”; and the narrator, for summing up the 
whole movie by saying “God’s clock isn’t set like ours 
is.” 

Weird weird flick. I loved it. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Yi Less 








Lisa gets symbolic with Joe Bob. 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

October 16: Lisa Pescia is Joe Bob’s guest for the third week 
of “Femme Fatale Month.” She stars in the first movie of the 
evening, Body Chemistry II, one of the best erotic thrillers of the 
last few years. Gregory Harrison is a smalltown football hero 
returning to his roots after getting kicked off the L.A. police force 
for being too violent. His old girlfriend, Robin Riker, wants him 
back, but he’s afraid to tell her how much he likes rough sex—real 
rough sex. Lisa is happy to talk to him, though. Lisa just got a job 
giving out sex advice on the local radio station, where she preaches 
“Embrace the pain!” Great performance by Morton Downey, Jr., 
as the slimeball station manager. Four stars. (Second feature: A 
Kiss Before Dying: Matt Dillon is a creepy serial killer who’s 
systematically knocking off the children of industrialist Max Von 
Sydow while trying to marry his daughters. He finally succeeds 
with social worker Sean Young (you scoff?). Extremely well-done 
adaptation of the Ira Levin novel, directed by James Dearden. 
Four stars.) 

October 23: The fourth and final night of “Femme Fatale 
Month” features Joe Bob’s special guest, Roberta Vasquez, former 
Playboy Playmate and star of Guns, the night’s opening feature. 
This classic Andy Sidaris flick actually stars six Playmates, 
including Dona Speir, with Erik Estrada as an evil South 
American drug smuggler who is trying to lure Dona to Vegas, coax 
her out of her sequined plunging-neckline party dress, and execute 
her in a casino showroom. Fortunately, Dona is being protected by 
American agents like Cynthia Brimhall, lead singer in Playboy’s 
Girls of Rock and Roll lounge show, nude oil-wrestlers Donna 
Spangler and Kym Malin, and Liv Lindeland, who did a 
centerfold eighteen years ago but still has intact torpedoes. Also 
featuring lots of stuff blowing up, two transvestite hitmen, and 
Devin Devasquez in a leopard-skin leotard, working out with 
Erik in his first on-screen sex scene (maybe his first sex scene of any 
kind). Four stars. (Second feature: Night Eyes II) 


Reviews by the Comedy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


Innocent Blood 


” 


“Fantastic” “eye-dazzling” “A-plus production of a wacky 
grade-B plot” starring “luscious” “thin-as-a-rail” Anne Parillaud 
as a sexy vampire who “shifts from beastly to demure” in order 
to snare her meals. One night she decides to “eat Italian” but 


saguaneconsasnanananatasty 





Vampire Anne Parillaud eats Italian one night and gets indiges- 
tion, in the outstanding comedy Innocent Blood. 


violates her own rule—“Never play with the food”—and fails to 
finish off a mob boss, played by the “great” “scenery-chewing” 
Robert Loggia. When Loggia decides to turn his whole Mafia 
family into vampires, she teams up with (and falls for) “the 
outstanding” Anthony LaPaglia as a cop, and the two of them 
go on a spree of vampire killing, including the “terrific? Don 
Rickles as a nervous Mafia lawyer who screams, “Sal, don’t 
murder a cop on my lawn!” before his face melts off. The movie is 
full of cameos from the horror world, including Army of Darkness 
director Sam Raimi (in a meat locker!), Italian goremeister 
Dario Argento, scream queen Linnea Quigley as a screaming 
nurse (“a real stretch”), director Frank Oz, Famous Monsters of 
Filmland editor Forrest Ackerman, gore-makeup artist Tom 
Savini, Alfred Hitchock, and, most horrific of all, Dan Quayle. 
“Fast, sexy and funny.” “Hilarious, suspenseful, far out, and even 
romantic, this movie is consistent throughout.” “All the elements 
of aclassic.” “The best vampire movie since Near Dark.” “Curious 
mix of comedy, mob film, and gory horror that probably reduces 
mainstream popularity.” “At times Anne Parillaud leaves the 
letter ‘h’ off her words, like ‘Joe, don’t make me ’urt you!” “Anne 
Parillaud’s summer dress during Pittsburgh winters looks very 
strange.” “Lots of Frank Sinatra tunes to get us in the Mafia 
mood.” Twenty-five dead bodies. Thirty-two breasts. Four motor 
vehicle chases. Hand crushing. Two explosions. Heads roll. Arms 
roll. Fang Fu. Spade Fu. Butcher-knife Fu. Toaster-oven Fu. 
Cast: Elaine Kagan (as Loggia’s wife), Rohn Thomas (“standout” 
as the confused coroner), David Proval (Lenny), Rocco Sisto 
(Gilly). Writer: Michael Wolk (“good story”). Director: John 
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Landis (“great”). [Warner. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 92. 


Noises Off! 


“Light, entertaining” “funny and touching” but “incredibly 
nerve-wracking” “marvelous mess,” a farce-within-a-farce star- 
ring oer Michael Caine as the “harried and philandering” 

« director of a cast of ridiculously inept actors rehears- 
ing a play in Des Moines, Cleveland and Miami, as 
“road fever and loathing set in,” with “lots of lost 
contact lenses, nosebleeds, bottles of booze, and lovers’ 
quarrels,” on the way to a Broadway opening. The 
“amazing” ensemble cast includes the “excellent” John 
Ritter, “a great visual comedian” doing his own prat- 
falls and “spending most of the movie in a homicidal 
jealous rage,” “classic” Carol Burnett (“subpar’” be- 
cause “she’s trying too hard”), “funny” “goofball” Chris- 
topher Reeve “in a truly egoless performance,” “el- 
egant bimbo” Marilu Henner, Mark-Linn Baker 
(“super” but “overwhelmed by the rest of the cast”), 
Julie Hagerty (“interesting character well handled”), 
the “superb” Denholm Elliott and “standout” 
Nicollette Sheridan, who “does 95 per cent of the 
film in her underwear.” “If you love the theatre, this 
one’s for you.” “A pretty faithful representation of the 
play—extremely funny and works on video. Most 
plays don’t.” “I have no idea why this movie was such 
a box-office bomb.” “The backstage plotting and banter 
are very realistic.” “The comic timing late in the movie - 
is tremendous.” “I hate plays and everything about 
them, but I like this.” “This kind of movie and cast and 
frenetic pace is like a time warp from 1966. I can see 
why it didn’t make a dent at the box office.” “It lives and 
dies by the sight gag—and eventually dies.” Writer: 
Marty Kaplan (“very sharp”), from Michael Frayn’s 
Tony Award-winning play. Director: Peter 
Bogdanovich (“great,” “smooth,” “when he gets it 
right, he gets it very right”). [Touchstone. 1992.] Over- 
all rating: 85. 


Lonely in America 
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“Mildly amusing” “simple and pleasant” “derivative” “en- 
thusiastic but uninspired” “fish-out-of-water plot” starring the 
“fine” “likeable” Ranjit Chowdhry in a “fairly sensitive por- 
trayal” as a young Indian, newly arrived in New York, who goes 
to work at his 


99 66 


uncle’s news- 

stand but eventu- e ° 

ally festers under Offi Cc tal R ating 
his heavy- System 


handed “guid- 
ance,” “falls prey 
to WASP women 
and exploitative 
friends,” gets 
fired from a com- 
puter job, and 
ends up settling 
for an arranged 
marriage. Along 
the way he lands 
at the “Learning 
Annex,” where 
the “hilarious” 
“truly wacky” 
Cee-Cee Rider 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 

88-84 Excellent 

83-80 Decent 

79-75 Watchable 

74-65 Pathetic 

64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Comedy Records 


Highest rating: 92 (Innocent Blood, 1992) 
Lowest rating: 63 (Eating, 1990). 





sings “Look at me!” in “her best Liza-like voice” to get. the 
attention of her adult-education class. “Crocodile Dundee from 
India.” “This movie has a lot of heart.” “The production is awful, 
but it doesn’t matter. The heart is what matters. There’s real 
talent there. The ‘new foreign guy in town’ is pretty tired, but this 
one mostly works.” “It doesn’t jump on all the obvious stereotypi- 
cal stuff.” “The movie depends solely on the charm of the protago- 
nist.” “The film lasts longer than 
the story.” “It’s all been seen be- 
fore—too many times.” “The idea 
has been done better—e.g., For- 
eign Bodies.” Cast: Adelaide 
Miller (“bland,” “doesn’t come 
across as believable” as Faye), 
Robert Kessler (“great” as Jim, 
the jerk at work), Melissa 
Christopher (Becky), David 
Toney, Tirlok Malik (“great” 
as the uncle), Spike Lee (“fast 
cameo”), Franke Hughes 
(Carlos). Writers: Satyajit Joy 
Palit, Barry Alexander 
Brown (“great”). Director: 
Brown (“fine first effort”). 
[Arista/Academy. 1990/93.] 
Overall rating: 83. 


The Favour, the 
Watch and the 
Very Big Fish 


“Absurd, sacrilegious, hi- 
larious” “pointless” “artsy-fartsy” 
“goofy but original” Parisian farce 
starring the “superb” Bob Hoskins as a nerdy photographer of 
religious art scenes who, as a favor, helps finish a porno film 
starring the “charming, beautiful” Natasha Richardson, who 
steals his heart and his wallet, then leads him to the special 
“Jesus” model he’s looking for, the “unusually interesting” Jeff 
Goldblum, a “neurotic pianist” and ex-con whose new life posing 
for the religious-relic business goes to his head. “A very sad 
comedy that’s more a mystery of existence than entertainment.” 
“It works about half the time. When it’s funny, it is very funny. 
When it is strange or meanders, it gets to be pretty goofy. At times 
it does not make a lick of sense.” “Very choppy and difficult to 
follow.” “Natasha’s hair looks great.” “So much symbolism it 
didn’t make sense anymore.” “Bob Hoskins pretends to have an 
orgasm—the two do not go together, and even less so after 
watching him pretend.” “Whoever chose this title should be shot 
by the investors. This could make money with a real title.” “Very 
nice photography.” One dead body. One breast. Head flambeau. 
Fork to the shoulder. Porn film dubbing. Cast: Jean-Michel 
Ribes (“subpar” as a blind beggar), Michel Blanc, Jean-Pierre 
Cassel. Writer/Director: Ben Lewin, from a short story, “Rue 
Saint-Sulice,” by Marcel Ayme. [Vidmark. 1992.] Overall rating: 
82. 


Bed & Breakfast 
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“Light” “charming” “sweet and pleasant” relationship fan- 
tasy, although it can get “pretty sappy,” starring the “great” 
Roger Moore as a mysterious man, “trying a little too hard to be 
quirky,” who washes up on the beach near a placid Nantucket inn 
run by three “emotionally-repressed” women—‘radiant” Talia 
Shire (mixed reviews), her 16-year-old daughter, the “outstand- 
ing” Nina Siemaszko “in the toughest role” as a sexy misunder- 
stood teenager, and Grandma Ruth, the “great as usual” Colleen 
Dewhurst. The stranger proceeds to insinuate himself into each 
woman’s good graces, until underworld thugs show up looking for 
him. “A whole lot of bitchin’ goin’ on!” “Watchable, but not much 
happens. Middle-aged ladies who read romance novels would 
love it.” “It’s a rework of Down and Out in Beverly Hills.” “Bad 





John Ritter steals scenes from both Nicollette Sheridan and Carol Burnett in the 
pratfall-laden, underrated farce-within-a-farce Noises Off! 


rock-violin music.” “The last 15 minutes are contrived.” “Not 
deep, but it works as entertainment.” The best line belongs to a 
mob hit man: “I’m so sick of your Ivy-League touchy-feely psycho- 
babble bullshit!” Skillet Fu. Cast: Ford Rainey (“standout” as 
Amos, a retired lobsterman who loves Ruth), Stephen Root 
(“starts interesting but fades to wallpaper” as Randolf, a local 
merchant who carries a torch for Shire), Jamie Walters (Mitch, 





Siemaszko’s eccentric boyfriend), Victor Slezak (Alex Caxton), 
Cameron Arnett, Jake Weber, Bryant Bradshaw. Writer: 
Cindy Myers (“quite good,” “clunky, without sparkle or magic”). 
Director: Robert Ellis Miller (“okay”). [Hemdale. 1990/92. ] 
Overall rating: 79. 


George Washington Slept Here 


“Witty” “dry” “amusing” but “very dated” “heavy-handed” 
and “contrived” “sleeper” (no pun intended) starring “legendary” 
Jack Benny, “perfect” as a confirmed Manhattanite whose 
antique-crazed wife, Ann Sheridan (“a little flat”), buys a 
rotting Colonial home and forces him to live in it. Surrounded by 
“demented locals and egotistical relatives,” they quickly realize 
that the needed repairs are leading them straight toward bank- 
ruptcy. “Jack Benny falls down a lot, and gets hit by loose 
floorboards.” “I was well into the movie before I realized how 
funny it is—the lines are delivered so straight-faced they seem 
serious, but once you understand, it’s hilarious.” “The story is still 
fresh, but the last five minutes are so syrupy and patriotic, it 
seems like something just stuck on.” “It tries (not very hard) for 
a patriotic message.” “Even Jack Benny can’t help enough.” 
“Some of Ann Sheridan’s hairdo’s should be in the Museum of 
Modern Art!” “Pretty mediocre all around.” “Nothing outstand- 
ing or different—fun and pleasant.” Ann Sheridan has the best 
line: “It’s notjust dirt, Bill. It’s aspecial kind of dirt.” Cast: Hattie 
McDaniel (“excellent,” “don’t see enough of her”), Charles 
Coburn (“good”), Percy Kilbride (“excellent” as a handyman), 
Franklin Pangborn. Writer: Everett Freeman (“writing only 
occasionally less than dumb”), from the play by George S. 
Kaufman and Moss Hart (“some great dialogue”). Director: 
William Keighley. [Warner/MGM-UA. 1942/92.] Overall rat- 
ing: 78. 


Period of Adjustment 


“Wretched” “dated” Tennessee Williams “neurotic scream- 
fest” about the problems ofa newly-married couple—Jim Hutton, 


“doing the same thing he does 
every movie,” and the “totally 
unbelievable” Jane Fonda, “in 
her glorious bimbo pre-femi- 
nist days,” “continuously whin- 
ing and screeching, screeching 
and whining” while wearing 
“hairdos that make her head 
look like a giant cone of frozen 
yogurt.” The newlyweds are 
happy about two minutes, then 
spend the rest of the movie 
“trying to drive to Miami by 
way of yelling at each other in 
pathetic Southern accents.” 
They descend upon the groom’s 
old war buddy, the “smooth” 
Tony Franciosa, only to find 
that his wife, “chronic neurotic” 
Lois Nettleton, has just 
walked out on him. “Non-stop 
bickering” ensues. “The only 
drive-in that would show this 
would be in hell.” “This one 
gives offtotally bad vibrations.” 
“Horrible Southern accents.” 
“The accents are awful and dis- 
tracting.” “Jane Fonda plays 
the same character type as in 
Any Wednesday, but badly.” 
“Not enough substance.” “Very 
uneven—some scenes lifted 
from the stage, others too long, 
some very mean-tempered 
places where characters seem 
worthy of being killed.” Minority opinions: “This is a great 
Christmas movie. It’s real sixties, a good kind of hip sixties. 
Everyone in it is super. Jane Fonda looks sexy and is probably 
about 22.” “Not a laugh riot, but a smiler. And the dramatic 
moments are solid.” “A-one from start to finish.” Hutton has the 
best line: “You are a real big spiritual male cow!” It’s also nice to 
hear Jane Fonda say, “The most wonderful thing about marriage 
is that it is forever.” Cast: John McGiver. Writer: Isobel 
Lennart, from the play. Director: George Roy Hill. [MGM/ 
MGM-UA. 1962/92.] Overall rating: 75. 


Does This Mean We’re Married? 


“Painfully unfunny” “bland and boring” “Green Card ripoff” 
“that tries hard to be cute,” starring “whiny” “awful” Patsy 
Kensit as a “scamming, quasi-castrating” comic from Cleveland 
who marries a sleazy womanizing French songwriter, Stephane 
Freiss, in order to legally stay in France. “A U.S. version of a 
French remake of an American film starring a French actor. 
Perhaps the French version is better.” “You can’t understand 90 
per cent of what Freiss is saying.” “Nearly impossible to sit 
through.” “These people are in love?!” “Not one believable char- 
acter in the entire movie.” “Kensit is not good as a standup comic, 
has little sense of comedic timing.” “She sounds like she’s reading 
a Teleprompter—no delivery, no style, no timing, no life!” “What 
part of Cleveland is a girl from who says, ‘I’m in a spot of bother’?” 
“Looks like it was written and shot over a weekend.” Minority 
opinion: “Kensit is awesome. Freiss crosses over nicely. Very well 
done—light and thoughtful.” Kensit has the best line: “You’re an 


When Roger Moore washes u 
generations of women fight over his attentions, in the 
sweet but lame Bed & Breakfast. 





p on the beach, three bitchy 


AIDS epidemic waiting to hap- 
pen!” One dead body. “Mul- 
tiple interrupted brassiere 
unhookings.” Kung Fu. Cast: 
Mouss Diouf (“the only bright 
spot” as Kensit’s friend 
Booker), Anne-Marie Pisani 
(“excellent” as Claire). Writer: 
Grant Morris (“could have 
used a screenplay”). Director: 
Carol Wiseman. [Chrysalide 
Films/New Line. 1990/92.]| 
Overall rating: 73. 


Goof Troop: 
The Race Is On 


“Unbelievably stupid” 
“uninspired” “atrocious” “low- 
quality foreign-made politi- 
cally correct television Disney 
dreck” about Goofy, a single 
parent, and his son Max skate- 
boarding and bathtub-racing 
and winning honestly against 
their cheating opponents. 
“Goofy just doesn’t have it any- 
more.” “Lots of yelling—too 
much!” “When Disney anima- 
tion meets rap, it’s not a pretty 
sight.” “Typical Disney kiddie 
cartoon.” “Blecch!” “Entertain- 
ing for my 10-year-old. Doesn’t 
cross over to adults.” “Music 
horrible.” Minority opinion: 
“Even Disney’s low-budget TV stuff is superb. Goofy was never 
my favorite character, but these are pretty funny, and my stepson 
gives thumbs up.” Two motor vehicle chases. Writer: Cathryn 
Perdue. Producer: Roy Wilson. [Walt Disney. 1992/93.] (Also 
reviewed by the Animation Committee, which gave it an 81.) 
Overall rating: 70. 


The World’s Oldest Living Bridesmaid 


“Flat” “vapid” “predictable” made-for-TV “soap opera” star- 
ring “dazzling-to-look-at” Donna Mills, “working too hard” as a 
“poor, misunderstood, but successful” feminist lawyer who falls 
in love with her “pony-tailed, earring-sporting, abstract-sculpt- 
ing, super-sensitive, smarmy male secretary” Brian Wimmer, 
annoying his family and her colleagues. “Yech!” “Donna Mills, as 
executive producer (!), got somebody to give her the money to 
make this. Most of that money was spent on Donna’s wardrobe.” 
“One of those fun comedies showing us that even though filthy 
rich people are really messed up, if we show them the right way, 
they can really be good guys like us. This will make you severely 
ill.” “Trying for charm but not cutting it. Talk, talk, talk, talk, 
talk.” “Would have been better done in about 1978 with porno 
actors.” “Another New York movie filmed in Canada.” Minority 
opinion: “A pleasant time-waster.” “The surprisingly good Donna 
Mills is able to carry hackneyed material.” Cast: Beverly Gar- 
land (“standout” as Mills’ mother), Art Hindle, Laura Press 
(Mills’ best friend), Winston Beckert. Writer: Janet Kovalcik. 
Director: Joseph L. Scanlan. [Hearst Entertainment/AIP. 1990/ 
92.] Overall rating: 70. 


Members of the Comedy Committee are Jim Bierce, gambler, Rolling Meadows, IIl.; Melissa Darwin, actress/writer, 
Baltimore; Kevin Fitzpatrick, Manager/Creative Affairs for DC Comics, New York, N.Y.; Michael Jones, Feature Film 
Evaluator for Viewer’s Choice pay-per-view, Los Angeles; Bill McElhannon, chemical/petroleum engineer, Bellaire, Tex.; Greg 
Nikiel, electrical engineer, Chantilly, Va.; Jeri Nikiel, software engineer, Chantilly, Va.; Jim Perine, newspaper systems 
editor, Grove City, O.; Wayne Richards, case manager for the mentally ill, Medford, Ore.; Neil Stern, retail consultant, Chicago; 
and Michael J. Swope, Adjunct Assistant Professor of Social Science, Jackson Community College, Rives Junction, Mich. 


ou have to 
have a cer- 
tain strange sense 
of humor, and you 
have to be an in- 
mate at the federal 
prison at Lompoc, 
California, to eas- 
ily get a copy of it, 
but the newsletter 
LeBeau’s Review is 
one of the best jour- 
nals of so-called 
“jailhouse humor” 
we've seen. (Every 
joke is at the ex- 
pense of police, 
judges, guards, wardens, or prosecutors, except for 
the ones about Pee Wee Herman and other famous 
defendants.) Prisoner and poet J. Michael Santos 
probably can’t take money for it, but you could drop 
him a line and ask him how to get a copy. He loves to 
write, and he’s a ‘ 
funny guy. Herecords , 
prison graffiti, stories 
about the always- 
bumbling “hacks,” 
and famous garbled 
announcements made 
over the prison loud- 
speaker system. He’s 
especially hard on a 
certain female prison 
official, universally 
disliked by the prison 
population, who he 
claims ends every 
meeting by saying 
“And yer little dog, 
too!” One of Michael’s 
best creations is an 
academic curriculum 
he sends out on offi- 
cial U.S. Department 
of Justice stationery, 
offering to inmates 
such self-improve- 
ment courses as “How 
To Draw Genitals,” “How To Convert Your Family 
Room Into a Garage,” “Raising Your IQ To Match 
Your Body Temperature,” “How To Count Without 
Using Your Fingers,” and “Money Can Make You 
Rich!” When you write, make sure the address is 
exact or he won’t get it: J. Michael Santos, 19800- 
086, 3600 Guard Rd., Lompoc, CA 93436. 
* 
Lifestyles of the Bodily Dismembered is yet an- 
other gore-movie fanzine, put out by Jason 
Stephenson of St. Paul, Minnesota, and the best 


prison population. 





... Wherein We report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
Che ouft-of-€he-—mainstream, and the 
Loonie fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 
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thing about it is in- 
terviews with metal 
bands that base 
their music on gore 
movies—bands like 
Possessed, Au- 
topsy, Dismember, 
Immolation, Over- 
kill, Pestilence, 
Waricide and Nau- 
sea. (In the inter- 
views, as you might 
expect, band mem- 
bers frequently con- 
fess to watching 
gore flicks over and 
Over again, and 
Herschell Gordon Lewis remains the all-time 
favorite director of hardcore bands.) The reviews in 
this 32-pager are apparently all written by Jason, 
whose tastes are pretty similar to our own. To 
sample it, send two bucks for asample, $6 for a three- 
issue subscription, 
payable to: Jason 
Stephenson, 1702 
Burns Ave., St. Paul, 
MN 55106. 
e 
Trivia question: 
Who’s the hardest 
working martial-arts 
star in the business? 
Not Jean-Claude. Not 
Seagal. Not even Don 
The Dragon. You will 
not get the answer: 
it’s Jeff Wincott, 
who has already 
filmed three pictures 
this year and is still 
going. The titles are 
Martial Outlaw, Fa- 
tal Impact and 
Johnny Prophet, and 
each one is for a dif- 
ferent distribution 


€ 

Scavenger’s Newsletter is an incredibly detailed 
monthly writer’s guide to the world of horror and 
science fiction. Editor Janet Fox of Osage City, 
Kansas, solicits comments from both small-press 
publishers and freelance writers, then publishes the 
brutal truth. If some lame editor holds your manu- 
script for six months (wait a minute—we'’re checking 
our pile before we’re sure we wanna say this), then 
he gets lambasted with all the gory details. Everyone 
has praise for editors who actually comment on 
manuscripts when they reject them, and everyone 


Please, Charlie, don’t get modest on us. 


has contempt for editors who try to force you to buy 
subscriptions when they print your work. This 32- 
pager has a few review columns, but mostly it’s the 
nitty gritty of where to submit your manuscript, and 
how much a publication like Loyalists of the Vampire 
Realm is likely to pay. (Answer: not much.) The rates 
are $1.50 for a sample copy, $5.75 for six months, 
$11.50 for a year, payable to: Janet Fox, 519 Ellinwood, 
Osage City, KS 66523-1329. 
© 

The entire Hammer Films library, which con- 
tains more than 200 titles from 1948 through the 
eighties, has been sold to Warner Brothers, which in 
turn has asked veteran producer/director Richard 
Donner to put deals together to get the films re- 
made. They believe they can remake a lot of the great 
B titles from the fifties, sixties and seventies as big- 
budget movies with major directors and stars. 

7 

There have been horror movies based on giant 
rats, giant birds, giant gorillas and giant cockroaches, 
but Blood Fever, now shooting in Michigan, might be 
the first giant-mosquito flick. Producer David Thiry 
says the mosquitoes, which will be seen devouring 
picnickers in the Highland Recreation Area in Oak- 
land County, are actually from one to six feet in 
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length. 

€ 

B-movie beauty Charlie Spradling 

went to the Philippines to make Angelfist 2 
for producer Roger Corman and director 
Cirio Santiago, shot for a few days, then 
decided she didn’t want to do her nude 
scenes. Corman ordered script rewrites, 
killed her character off in the next day’s 
shooting, and put Maria Ford on a plane to 
Manila. Maria is now the co-star of the film, 
along with martial artist Cat Sassoon, and 
is more than happy to go topless. 

€ 


If you want to find out the name of every 
haiku magazine in America (yes, there’s 
more than one), or how to enter a “Macaronic 
Verse Contest,” you need to be reading 
HWUP'!,anewsletter from the arcane world 
of “professional poetry.” Apparently it’s pos- 
sible to make money from poetry by enter- 
ing all kinds of contests that are actually 
like lotteries: the prizes are taken from the 
entry fees. Larry Gross, author of a book 
called How To Write & Publish Poetry, 
publishes the eight-page HWUP! once a 
month (the title means it’s an update of his 
book), and it’s recommended for hardcore 
kitchen-table poets only. Send $1.50 for a 
sample, $15 for an 11-issue subscription, 
payable to: Larry Gross, P.O. Box 13748, 
Tallahassee, FL 32317-3743. 

€ 

Passing quietly into history, The Joe Franklin 
Show had its final broadcast in August, ending 43 
years of what had become the ultimate high-camp 
bad-television guilty-pleasure late-night TV show. 
Host Joe Franklin, who started doing the show in 
January 1950 at WABC in New York City, had such 
a deadly dull, rambling delivery and parade of has- 
been guests, reminiscing about what a great town 
New York once was, that he finally became innocent, 
like a grandfather who prattles on and on, telling the 
same stories over and over, but you can’t stop listen- 
ing to him. In recent years Joe had become especially 
popular with punk and new-wave bands, who would 
get themselves booked on the show as a joke—but, 
once there, would seem almost in awe of the legend. 
It was the mind-bending combination of Joe inter- 
viewing a band he’d never heard of, while telling 
stories about dinner parties with Corbett Monica he 
had attended in the fifties, that made the show such 
an amazing experience. Sometimes Joe would ignore 
the guest altogether and talk about some act at the 
Copacabana that he’d seen with Joey Adams or Judy 
Garland or some dead prizefighter, and even though 
nobody would know exactly what he was talking 
about, you loved him for it. Good night, Joe. It was 
great. 


The ferocious and valiant American military goes out onalimb... 


Let’s Kick Denmark’s Butt 


ow that we don’t have any Russkies to 

fight with, it seems like we have to go 
somewhere and kick butt about once a year, 
just to keep in shape. 

We kicked a little butt in Panama. We 
went over to Iraq and kicked serious butt. 
(Every once in a while we revisit Iraq for 
complimentary lower-spine adjustments.) 
Some guy was stealing the food in Somalia, so 
... Hiney-kickin Time. In a slow year, when 
nothin much is happening around the shop, 
we'll go down to some country like Grenada 
and spar afew rounds. In fact, it all happened 
so fast, like a street fight, that I don’t even 
remember exactly why we did kick butt in 
Grenada. And now, this year, we’re thinking 
about sending a few wranglers over to Bosnia 
to get nasty. 

We love to do this, don’t we? 

I mean, we act like we hate it, but we 
really love it. 

And we always seem genuinely surprised when 
somebody actually gets killed. If Marines step on a 
mine in Somalia, or an orphanage gets blown up in 
Baghdad, there’s this period of about twenty-four 
hours where we go, “Oh my God, that was so tragic. 
I never thought that would happen. After all, we 
were just over there to kick a little butt.” 

But here’s the problem with our butt-kicking 
pattern, as I see it. 

All these Croats that we’re so anxious to pro- 
tect—they didn’t need our help starting last year. If 
they ever needed our help, then they needed our help 
starting about 1945, when the Communists took 
over the country. For the next thirty-five years there 
was all kinds of brutal stuff done to those people. It 
was hard on the Croats, and it was even harder on 
the Serbs, because Marshall Tito was a Croat. But no 
one ever said, “You know what? We oughta send a 
few Marines over there to kick some butt, make Tito 
leave those Serbs alone.” 


R.I1.P. 


Skylark Drive-In 
St. Joseph, Missouri 

Republican Alert! The Skylark Drive-In in 
St. Joseph, Missouri, has been ripped down and 
replaced with a Venture Store and a huge park- 
ing lot. Ray Rizer of Kwajalein, in the Marshall 
Islands, reminds us that, without eternal vigi- 
lance, it can happen here. 













No, we never said that, and we never did that, 
because we knew that, if we did, we might get our 
butt kicked. 

We didn’t go over and kick butt in Uganda when 
Idi Amin was wiping out half the population. 

We didn’t go over and kick butt in Iran or Iraq 
when both countries were wiping out the Kurds. In 
fact, we kind of liked the fact that Iran and Iraq were 
kicking each other’s butts. 

We didn’t kick any butt when all the millions of 
people started dying in Cambodia, because of a 
gangster just like the ones in Somalia. And, of 
course, that’s because our butt had been kicked right 
next door in Nam. 

So my point is, our butt-kicking policy seems to 
be that we go around kicking butt for world peace 
only in places where we have absolutely no chance of 
getting our own butt kicked, or of the fight getting so 
big we have to call in outside help or stay there a long 
long time to finish the job. We only pick a fight when 
we know we can win the fight, and win it immedi- 
ately. 

I grew up in a fighters neighborhood. And I don’t 
know what you call a guy like that. But in my 
neighborhood, we would have called him a bully. 

They do not want us in these places, unless we’re 
gonna also show up on the days when maybe we’re 
not the biggest dog on the street. 

If you're gonna kick butt, the only honest way to 
do it is to say you're gonna kick butt for everybody 
that needs it, and you’re gonna kick butt even when 
you get hurt doing it. Otherwise, you’re just another 
punk with a Saturday-night special. 
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They’re angry, they write in Crayola, they cant spell—of course, they're... 


_ Psycho Killers for Christ 


ou know what it means when you get a letter in 

the mail that’s typed sideways on pages ripped 

out of a Big Chief tablet, stapled together upside 
down, and decorated with Magic Marker drawings? 
Of course you know what it means. Someone 
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need of Luke 12:22-24? And ifI really do need it, why 
didn’t the person sign his name to the letter? Be- 
cause that’s another thing about religious mail— 
most of it is anonymous! 

I mean, what if I get to the third upside-down 
Crayola-enhanced stapled page, 
and I have a question? I’m out of 
luck, right? 

It’s possible, I guess, that 
everybody who sends out religious 
weirdo mail is just plain crazy. 
But I don’t think so. Because, in 
the middle of all the ranting and 
raving about “accepting your per- 
sonal savior” and “preparing for 
the Rapture” and “being born 
again,” there will occasionally be 
one simple clear English sentence 
that sounds like a real person 

wrote it. Somebody willjust throw 
ie oN in “Listen to this part, Joe Bob. 
ss CON | CT hisisgreat.” AndI'll think, great! 
Communication! 

And then the next sentence - 
will be “Don’t be fooled by Satan’s 
Grand Plan of Deception!” And 
then it will go on for eight more 
pages describing how were gonna 
be wiped off the face of the earth 
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religious is writing to you. 

Where do these people come from, and why are 
- they always writing to me? And, more important, 
what’s the connection between being religious and 


oe ee 


by the coming Apocalypse. 
I have a suggestion that might help everybody. 
When you read the Bible, think of it as some- 
thing written for you. 
Don’t think of it as something to hit me over the 


sending out letters that look like they were written head with. 

I'll do the same thing. 

We'll both be better off, don’t you think? 
Good grief. 


by Son of Sam? Did somebody take a jackhammer 
and wreck all the typewriters in churches across 
America, so that all religious messages have missing 
letters? 

I used to try to read these things. But I would 
always get lost in the “See Mark 11:24, Luke 12:22- 
24, Matthew 6:19” part. I mean, what am I supposed 
to do? Stop in the middle of the sentence, find my 
Bible, look up all three verses, figure out how they go 
together, and then continue the sentence? These 
letters may be written by people who failed the first 
gerade, but they assume they’re sending the letters to 
professors of religious studies with genius IQ’s. 

The main thing I always wonder about these 
letters, though, is how did they pick me out? How do 
they know I’m not already a man familiar with Luke 
12:22-24, or at least the gist of it? What did I do to 
make this person assume that I was in immediate 
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R.LP. 


Belt Drive-In 
St. Joseph, Missouri 


Republican Alert! The Belt Drive-In in St. 
Joseph, Missouri, has been torn down so they 
can build a four-plex called the Plaza 4 The- 
atres. Once again, it took four indoor bullstuff 
screens to replace one drive-in screen. Ray 
Rizer of Kawajalein, in the Marshall Islands, 
reminds us that, without eternal vigilance, it 
can happen here. 












Dear Joe Bob: 


it when it dribbles out of 


Do you know why the that little plastic machine? 
J-Manwasborninaman- |W Yuk! That color is not found 
ger? voll in nature! 

His parents belonged = No thank you. 
to an HMO. _- 

Leigh S. Curry % Dear Sir, 
New York, N.Y. t th H Dp | Your suggestion that 
Dear Leigh: es O € O € €S5 we allignore the KKK is an 


That’s okay, they felt 
guilty about taking the 
pregnancy coverage in the first place. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

It’s time you address a serious issue affecting the 
drive-in as we know and love it. It’s an issue of 
substance. 

The substance in question is the stuff the the- 
aters are putting on our popcorn in place of butter. 

One of our local theaters calls it “Butter Flavor.” 
Another refers to it as “Golden Flavor.” I’ve got a 
suspicion that neither has ever been anywhere near 
a COW. 

What’s going on (popcorn) here? 

Who'd of thought we’d have to demand an ingre- 
dients list printed on our buckets and bags? And it’s 
kind of hard to B.Y.O. Butter to the movies. 

I, for one, demand to know the identity of this 
“Unidentified Flavored Oil.” And then I want the 
return of butter on my buttered popcorn, thank you 
very much. 

As ever, 
Amy Craig 
Thousand Oaks, Calif. 


Dear Amy: 

I haven't let em put that stuff on my popcorn for 
years. First of all, if you get it on the upholstery, 
youre a goner. That’s the kind of thing that could 
ae me aaa months. Second, have eee ever watched 


extremely bad one. 
Fascists do not need to 
be more than a “tiny” minority. The concept which 
confuses majority-held viewpoints with political 
power is a democratic one, not fascist. 

As Gunter Grass has pointed out, in the 1920’s 
one out of every ten men in Austria and Germany 
was just like Hitler. The difference was that he was 
able to convince a half-dozen cretins to follow him. 

Fascist power derives from the fact that you 
don’t think they have any. To them, the smug state- 
ment “Oh, they’re just a tiny minority with no real 
influence” is a 16-lane highway! Silence causes rac- 
ism. 

When you do not pay people enough to buy what 
they produce, recession always results. When you 
add unemployment to nationalism, fascism always 
results. Observe history. 

Americans are quick to spot nationalists in for- 
eign countries (Saddam, Castro, Franco, etc.) but are 
blind to those in this country in our police, military 
and political hierarchy. It is no mere coincidence 
that the word “Nazi” is pronounced “not-see.” 

James R. Crim 
San Mateo, Calif. 
Dear Jimbo: 

Obviously, the media can do whatever it wants 
to. ’m just saying that the Ku Kluxers I've personally 
met are such dim bulbs that they couldn't even start 
a lawnmower, much less a revolution. 





This Week's fone 


Richard Martinez of Marysville, California: 
“The great drive-in classic Malibu Express was the 
second coming of a movie with the same story line. I 
remember the first time I saw Malibu Express I 
couldn’t help but think that I had already seen this 
movie somewhere. You gotta help me out. I can’t 
remember the name of the ‘Pre-M.E.’ movie! Acouple 
of things Ican remember about it: The ‘Maid Marian’ 
part was played by a lady named Micki Garcia, who 
is not a household name. I think she might have been 
a Playmate at some time long ago, but I’m not sure. 
She was a big-time commercial lady in Sacramento 
(she looked great in a bikini—did lots of TV ads and 


boat macehiys One of the hoods was ad . the guy 
that played Rico in the series The Untouchables. He 
also played a hood in Picasso Trigger. His name is 
Nicholas G. something, I don’t know. The young lady 
that helped the hero I believe was Christina Raines 
of Flamingo Road. I believe a bit part was played by 
the ultimate ‘Queen of all Hooters,’ Candy Samples! 
Well, that’s all I can tell ya about the first coming of 


Malibu Express. Help me out if you can.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the July 12 issue, Deborah Bombard of 
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Burlington, Vermont, described a movie about “a 
black car that was killing people, and it would not go 
into a cemetery when it chased a group of kids and 
a teacher into it. Also, the way they destroyed it was 
the same place it came from, which was a big sand 





pit. 

We received 21 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And heis... 

Chuck Hush of Poughkeepsie, New York: 
“Deborah thinks the flick is The Car. Well, she’s 
right! It starred James Brolin (who was great as 
P.W. in Pee Wee’s Big Adventure) and Ronny Cox 
(who played the family patriarch in Apple’s Way, a 
modern-day Waltons, circa mid-seventies). The Car 
was a pretty good movie. I remember seeing it at the 
Sandusky Drive-In. The actual car didn’t resemble 
any real make or model, except maybe a souped-up 
hearse. All in all it was a pretty good monster. The 
ending was great. After they tricked it into crashing 
into an old deep quarry pit a huge fireball came up 
with a demon’s face on it, just like on the cover of the 
Weekly World News.” 

Additional information came from our 20 run- 
ners-up... 

Robert Logan of Norman, Oklahoma: “Brolin 
is adeputy, Wade, who moves up to sheriff when The 
Car kills the sheriff. It also stars Kathleen Lloyd as 
his school-teacher lover Laura. She is the one who 
taunts the car when it won’t go into the cemetery. 
The car does get its revenge, killing her in her living 
room. This movie also proves it’s not wise to play the 
French horn in the desert when the car is on the 
loose. I believe the film was released in 1977. Also, it 





14 


made some so-called critics’ ten-worst-movies list for 
the year it was released. Even my wife liked it, so ’m 
sure those critics were wrong.” 

John Hudson of Nashville: “One of my all-time 
favorite ‘Edited for TV moments occurred when this 
movie was aired by NBC. 
When one character called 
the car a ‘son of a bitch,’ 
NBC overdubbed the of- 
fending phrase with ‘or- 
nery beast’?! I’m still wait- 
ing for what seems to be an 
obvious sequel, The Car 
vs. Killdozer.” 

Gary Murray of Dal- 
las: “The cast also includes 
John Marley, R.G. Arm- 
strong and John Rubin- 
stein. The director is Elliot 
Silverstein. I have a vague 
memory of the film, but I 
didseem tolikeit. Forsome 
reason, | remember the 
poster being mostly black 
with headlights of the car 
in the distance, coming to- 
ward the forefront.” 

Gregory Nicoll of At- 
lanta: “Two of The Car’s 
screenwriters, Dennis 
Shyrack and Michael But- 
ler, later revived the same concept much more suc- 
cessfully in their script for the movie Pale Rider, in 
which Clint Eastwood played a spectral gunfighter. 
The Car apparently made quite an impression on 
Stephen King; in an interview he gave upon the 
release of his novel Christine, King openly stated 
that his new book was ‘kind of like that movie The 
Car 

Richard Linoleum of Park Forest, Illinois: 
“The third screenwriter was Lane Slate (They Only 
Kill Their Masters). Silverstein also directed Cat 
Ballou and A Man Called Horse.” 

Wes Pierce of Orlando: “Silverstein is the same 
guy who directed the musical western Paint Your 
Wagon, which featured the late great legendary 
tough guy Lee Marvin and living legend Clint 
Eastwood singing—now there’s a horror movie for 
ya!” 

Raisin Blowme of Buffalo: “Silverstein, pro- 
ducer and director of The Car, was best known for 
directing a bevy of Twilight Zone episodes (‘The 
Obsolete Man, “The Passerby, “The Trade-Ins,’ and 
‘Spur of the Moment’). For his feature film debut 
Elliot seems to have chosen to crib from his former 
employer, Rod Serling, as the plot line of The Car is 
similar to a Twilight Zone episode titled ‘The Trouble 
With Machines,’ in which a man is chased to his 
death in a pool by a driverless automobile. Given the 
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Kathleen Lloyd, Kim Richards, Elizabeth Thompson and Kyle Richards, 
emoting, after an attack by The Car. 
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way my car is acting up lately I’m beginning to 
wonder if it’s possessed. If so how do I go about 
finding the right rock to turn over so’s I can find a 
slimy Hollywood producer to option my story?” 

D.L. Bogart of Joplin, Missouri: “I fondly re- 
member a St. Louis independent station running a 
late-night triple feature of The Car, The Hearse and 
Duel sometime during the four-year alcoholic binge 
(1981-1985) I refer to as ‘graduate school.’ All that 
was missing was a Three Stooges short between 
flicks to allow us to cleanse our palates.” 

Mark Tangard of San Francisco: “The Car is a 
good example of the tiny-desert-town-against-bi- 
zarre-Satanic-force genre, complete with shrieking- 
devil-in-the-flames at the end. The car in question is 
a black sedan (of course), with its grille and fenders 
heavily altered so as to render it a non-specific make 
of auto, although it’s pretty easy to tell it’s a mutant 


mid-1970’s Lincoln. Zero breasts. It aired on KTVU- 
TV (Oakland, California) in 1988, and I taped all but 
the first few minutes. It doesn’t seem like something 
that would ever make it to video rental stores, but 
the quality on my copy is still okay, soifMs. Bombard 
can’t find it anywhere else, please put her in touch 
with me and [ll gladly make a copy for her.” 

Dale M. Johnson of Cincinnati: “After mucho 
cheesy human carnage, the car blows up real good. 
The reason it could not enter the cemetery was that 
‘The Car’ was evil and could not ‘tread upon holy 
ground.’ Other killer vehicle flicks Deborah might 
enjoy ... Duel (1971, ABC-TV), Stevie Spielberg’s 
great film about Dennis Weaver being pursued by a 
monstrous oil tanker across the highways and by- 
ways and noways, just because he had the temerity 
to pass the oil tanker. Good movie. Kind of a Jaws on 
sixteen wheels. ... The Cars That Ate Paris, a/k/a 


: 
| Drive-In Classics Deal-o-rama! 
| 


Subscribe now and get a Herschell Gordon Lewis cult classic on VHS for only $10! 


| Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of The 
Joe Bob Report and get the video of your choice from the Herschell 
Gordon Lewis Collectors Edition series for $10. Offer expires 
| September 30, 1993. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription and choice of one* 
video from the Herschell Gordon Lewis Collectors Edition 
video series (listed below)—$80 in foreign countries. 


Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 
Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. only) 


| Suburban Roulette 
[| Just For the Hell Of It 


[| Wizard of Gore 


| Blood Feast 


= Two Thousand Maniacs 








*For additional videos, add $10 each. 





Iron Joe Bob, $19 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 
A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 
Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10 95 
Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, Sold out 


Name 

Address 

City St cr 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC ___ Visa ____ Exp. Date 


CAs Bs coe eae 


Signature 


1993 Binders Are Here! 


Theyre still street-walkin’ red with the We Are the Weird logo 
and year. 1990 through 1992 also available. $14.95 each or 
$24.95 for two. 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 
Back Issues Galore! | 

$4 per single back issue | 
Every issue of The Joe Bob Report (We Are the Weird) ever 
published, plus binders: $200 | 
Complete list of back issues available upon request. Please note | 
that some of the issues have mailing labels on them, but all are | 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 


in good condition. Also, a few issues have sold out and will be 
replaced with xerox copies. 





$2 shipping and handling per book. TX residents must add 8.25% sales tax. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 
Make all checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 


The Cars That Eat People (1974, 
available on video from RCA/Co- 
lumbia). Peter Weir, the director 
who brought us the Oscar-win- 
ning Witness with Harrison Ford, 
directing an early effort. A horror/ 
comedy about the locals of Paris 
(Australia) who arrange “car acci- 
dents’ for visitors, then profit from 
selling the scrap metal. Not bad. 
Then, of course, there’s Christine 
and Maximum Overdrive, both 
based on big Steve King’s work. 
He directed one, John Carpenter 
the other. Guess which one is bet- 
ter.” 

Terry Maher of Stow, Ohio: 
“Fifteen years ago, when The 
_ Movie Channel was still called Star 
Channel, their programming was 
limited to two movies a day with 
three showings each. We used to 
watch the same stupid movies over 
and over all month, and I can still 
hear that damn horn in my head.” 

Kathy Runkle of Vallejo, 
California: “The Car also stars 
Marjoe Gortner. Itis available from 
Ken Landgraf, 315 E. 21st #7H, 
New York, NY 10010, for $22, 
which is the tape plus tax plus 
shipping.” 

Also answering correctly were 
George Cleveland of Richmond, 
California; Bill W. Dalton of 
Santa Ana, California; Cory Enns 
of Chico, California; Tim Murphy 
of South El Monte, California; 
Aron Silverstone of Davis, Cali- 
fornia; Gary Sperrazza of Buf- 
falo; Michael J. Swope of Rives 
Junction, Michigan; and Robert 
Burns Wadley of Dallas. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 


tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
190221. 


A feyem o0lok-m QUE Kphaterer 


Fanzines 


Raw Humor Well Done! National Public 


Humor Newsletter, coutrageous humor 
monthly since 1988. Political & social 
commictary. Jokes. Cartoons. Slapstick 
journalism. Subscribe for only $12 a year; 
$20 for two years. (Sample issue--$2). Send 
a check or money order to: NPHN-JBB, 
P.O. Box 21, Sheshire, CT 06410. 


Fan Clubs 


Monique Gabrielle Fan Club kit! Photo, 4 


newsletters and catalog $12 (foreign $14); 
Personalized video letter (VHS) of Monique 
wearing a sexy lingerie! $40 plus $3 P&H 
(foreign $40 + $6 P&H). To Monique 
Gabrielle, 1560-1 Newbury Rd. #420, 
Newbury Park, CA 91320. 


Miscellaneous 


Shel-Tone Trading Cards, the strangest 


and coolest cards on Earth! Featuring mass 
murderers, human freaks, Betty Page, blues 
musicians and more to come in 1994! $1 
brings you our catalog and sample cards. 
You won't be sorry! Shel-Tone Publications, 
P.O. Box 45-J, Irvington, NJ 07111. 


Video Trades 


Selling video collection—hundreds for sale 


cheap. Send SASE for list. Bobby Larch, 
2712 SW 81, Oklahoma City, OK 73159. 


Looking for sci-fi series UFO. B&W. Late 
"70s, early 80s. Koretsky, 5225 Pookshill 
Road, 522 South, Bethesda, MD 20814. 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 





Have: Thriller, Way Out, Bus Stop. Want: 
The Haunted, Two-Fisted Tales, Naked City, 
Hitchcock Hour! K. Kaffke, 537 Jones #1850, 
San Francisco, CA 94102. 

650 films (SF to European XXX). Send your 
list. Only PAL copies. Javier Cara, Apartado 
802, 04080 Almeria, Spain. 

Sex, Satan, perversion, anything extreme 
(and legal) wanted and available. Lists of 
vidcomps get same. Need actors.all across 
America! Johnno, P.O. Box 217, Laquey, 
MO 65534 USA. 

Freaks, carnivals, spookshows, tatooed 
people, girlie shows and related news, docu- 
films, home footage wanted. Hundreds of 
odd and rare videos to trade. F.C., P.O. Box 
15243, Philadelphia PA, 19125. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| 

| 

| 

| Place a personal ad or message, 
sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 

| Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge 

| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 

| forget your signature and expiration 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 

| 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
appear in approximately three weeks. 

| Display advertising is $75 per inch. 

| 

| 

| 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 
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